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horse of his own and his father's army, CromweHJed the l^ft wing, with his own and the Earl of Manchester's liocse, and the three generals, Lesley, old Fairfcix, and Manchester, led the mam battle
The prince, with our left wing, fell on first, and, with his usual fury, bioke, like a clap of thunder, into the right wing of the Scots' hoise, led by Sir Thomas Fairfax, and as nothing could stand in his way, he broke through and through them, and entirely routed them, pursuing them quite out of the field Sir Thomas Fairfax, with a regiment of lances, and about five hundred of his own horse, made good the ground foi some time, but our musketeers, which, as I said, were placed among our horse, were such an unlooked-for sort of an article, in a fight among the hoise, that those lances, winch otherwise weie brave fellows, weie mowed down with their shot, and all was put into confusion Sir Thomas Fairfax was wounded in the face, his foiothei killed, and a great slaughter was made of the Scots, to whom, I confess, we showed no favour at all.
While this was doing on oui left, the Lord Groimg, with the m<iin battle, charged the enemy's foot, and particularly one biigade, commanded by Major-general Poiter, being mostly pikemen, not regarding the fire ol the enemy, charged with that fury in a close body of pikes, that they overturned all that came in their way, and breaking into the middle of the enemy's foot, filled all with terror and confusion, insomuch that the three generals thinking all had been lost, fled, and quitted the field
But matters went not so well with that always unfortunate gentleman, the Earl of Newcastle, and our nght wing of horse, foi Cromwell chaiged the Eail of Newcastle with a powerful body of horse , and though the earl, and those about him, did what men could do, and behaved themselves with all possible gallantry, yet there was no withstanding Cromwell's hoise, but, like Prince Hupert, they bore down all before them, and now the victory was wrung out of our handb by our own gross miscarriage , for the prmce, as it was his custom, too eager in the chase of the enemy, was gone, and could not be heard of, the foot in the centre, the nght wing of the horse being routed by Cromwell, was left, and without the guard of his horse. Cromwell having routed the Earl of Newcastle, and beaten him quite out of the field,